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temerity by finding the place less crowded than might have
been expected, and he had no difficulty in selecting an incon-
spicuous table, neither too far from the cheerful fire nor too
exposed to the public eye.
The young women sat down, Wizzie's bag by her side,
Wizzie's profile turned away from the table as she stared
frowningly at the blaze which threw an added gleam on Thuella's
bright hair; while, under the table, the girls5 two pairs of shoes
seemed as anxious to avoid any sort of contact as were their
two pairs of eyes.
No-man, standing at the bar, ordered three large glasses of
beer, which, when he had brought them to the table and taken
his own seat, remained for a perceptible moment untouched,
while the foam ran reproachfully down their sides.
After a glance, however, at Wizzie's averted face he stretched
out his hand and pushed her drink towards her.
"Come on," he blurted out impatiently. "Here's to us all—
my first drink in Durnovaria!"
Both girls fixed their eyes on him as they raised their glasses,
and he noticed how curiously alike the expression in them was,
an expression of forced indulgence, that seemed to say to him,
"Well! This is a man's game. What is the next move, when
we've followed you in this?'
He had had no food himself since his breakfast that morn-
ing, and while he recklessly drained his glass in hurried gulps
it occurred to him that since he had no money to treat them to
a decent meal, he might at least have ordered sandwiches.
Instead of doing this, however, he simply replenished his
own glass, not only once, but twice, before his companions,
who seemed to be sipping beer as if it were some rare wine,
had finished half of what their glasses contained.
But the effect of all this drink on Dud's empty stomach was
to throw him into quite a new mood.
He began to grow not only reckless and free from hesita-
tion, but, privately, to his own inmost soul, simple and em-
phatic in regard to the twist he wanted to give destiny that
night. The more he drank, the clearer did his desire—and his
purpose under the urge of his desire—define itself within him.
"Damn these delays!" he said to himself. "I've got my girl.
I must find a room for the night and get rid of this other!'*
"l*Jike the Antelope Bar," remarked Thuella, taking an-

